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gadabouters who know us. At Versailles,
on days when the museum is closed, we are
sure of meeting nobody. I shall say nothing
of the air nor of the beauty of the grounds,
which have their merit, and which have an
influence always on the nature of ideas.
Think of me a little.

XLVL

PARIS, February 7, 1843.

You are wrong to accuse me of being
fond of society; in a fortnight, I went out
only once at night to call on my minister.
I found all the women in mourning, several
of them wearing mantillas; no, not man-
tillas, but black beards which made them
resemble Spanish women. It was very
pretty. I am strangely sad and sullen. I
wish I could quarrel with you, but I do not
know what to quarrel about. You ought to
write me some very amiable things. Good-
by. I have reopened my letter in order to
pray you to observe that the weather is
better., our aim is to
